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detective-story the whole thing Is the sun-
myth, while a third is hoping to have an
opportunity of illustrating his theory by
dragging in a long poem which he has lately
written.
The paper ends abruptly. There is some
applause, a good deal of shuffling of feet, and
renewed consumption of hot beer. Lord
Wolmer beats on the tankard demanding
silence. CI call on Grenfell/ he says, cto
reply,3 With lazy grace the speaker rises to
his feet, uncurling himself like a Borzoi.
Kipling said of the poem that he wrote many
years later, 'His lips were touched.5 His lips
were smiling in 1906.